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Band of Youths
They all cry, " There, there," and *
when we look for it, we find nothing
but dust and dry leaves.
I thought I had a glimpse of the
flag on his cao* through the cloud.
It is difficult to follow his track.
Now it seems East: now it seems
West.
And so we are tired, chasing
shadows all day long. And the day
has been lost.
I tell you the truth. Fear comes
more and more into my mind, as the
day passes.
We have made a mistake. The
morning light whispered in our ears,
" Bravo, march on." And now, the
evening light is mocking us for that.
I am afraid we have been deceived.
I am beginning to feel greater respect